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So stfreetly pass the golden hoars along r 
"To meditation due, and sacred song." 



ODE TO SPRING. 
AT thy approach, O genial Spring, 
The birds a parting requiem sing 

To winter's gloomy reign, 
Thou com' st arrayed in vernal green, 
The graces and the loves are seen, 

Attendant in thy train. 
Thy soothing influence spreads around, 
With chearful songs the woods resound, 

Which echo thrOttgb-the grove ; 
The tuneful thrush With varying note, 
The blackbird strains, its little throat, 

And sweetly sings his lore. 
Hark! 'tis the stock-dove's plaintive moan; 
The cuckoo with unchanging tone, 

The smiling season hail, 
The sparrow chirrups through the brake. 
And now we hear the constant creak 

Of yonder busy rail. 
The snow-drop from its grassy bed, 
First-born of spring, uprears its head, 

In vest of purest white, 
The primrose next of sickly hue. 
The violet's ethereal blue, 

Attracts the wanderer's sight. 

Thick scattered like a shower of hail, 
The daisy variegates the vale, 

O'er nature's carpet spread, 
The daffodil of bolder size, 
Does towering o'er the herbage rise, 

And proudly rears its head. 
The garden now with fragrance blows, 
Though neither pink nor blushing rose, 

To grace the scene appears, 
The wall-flower sips the morning dew, 
The auricula of various hue 

A motley livery wears. 

The attempt to paint each flower Is vain, 
Which spring has scattered o r er the plain, 

And spread with liberal hand ; 
May heaven the year with plenty crown, 
And on the wings of peace send down, 

Protection to this land. 
Thou god of seasons, thy controul 
Pervades, invigorates the whole, 

Thou dost thy blessings pour ; 
Thou sendest summer's vernal bloom, 
Presidest o'er the wintry gloom 

And autumn's Vellow store. Lydia. 



THE FATHER TO HIS BABE. 
"EI.COM E, welcome, beauteous babe ! 

O thrice welcome to my sight! 
Pleas'd I greet thy. opening eyes, 

Like thy mother's, azure bright. 

Lovely infant, angel mild, 
Pledge of purest, fondest flam?, 
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little sweet ! I'll honour thee, 
With our worthy parent's name. 
Cherub, Helen '.—on that breast, 

Glad I see thee soft recline, 
O was mortal e'er s» blest ! 

O ! what happiness is mine ! 

Elizabeth. 

THE RISING SON. 

YoO view the rising sun, 

Shedding round his glowing light | 

Already has his course begun, 
But soon ! ah soon ! 'twill sink in night. 

Fair Aurora cheers the skies, 

In her robe of saffron diest, 
Each fleeting cloud before her flies, 

Each warbling songster leaves its nest. 

Sweetly they salute the morn, 

While they carol on each spray ; 
The white buds blossom on the thorn, 

And Griese* rolls silently away. 
The violet does its sweets disclose, 

The primrose blooms in modest shade ; 
Why withers now the lovely rose, 

That late its painted bloom display'd ? 

So, short lived beauty, dost thou fly, 
And leav'st each maiden to her fate, 

Thy transient roses fade and die, 
But steadier virtue keeps her seat, 

Florella. 

* A small river in the county of Kildare.- 



SELECTED POETRY. 



The following elegant poetical arti- 
cle FROM THE PEN OF W. ROSCOE, HAS 

lately appeared in the *tken.sum : 
WE VENTURE TO CIVE IT /fs A TREAT To 
OUR READERS. 

THE BUTTERflY'S BIRTH- DAY. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF THE " BUTTEttFLY'S 

BALL." 

THE shades of night were scarcely fled j 

The air was mild, the winds were still ; 
And slow the slanting sun-beams spread. 

O'er wood and lawu, o'er heath and bill. 
From fleecy clouds of pearly hue 

Had dropt a short but balmy shower, 
That hung like gems of morning dew, 

On every tree and every flower. 

And from the blackbird's mellow throat, 

Was poured so loud and long a swell, 
As echoed with responsive note, 

From mountain's side and shadowy Jell. 
When bursting forth to life and light, 

The offspring of enraptured May, 
The EUTTERPLY on pinions bright, 

Launch'd ir full splendor on the day, 
Aaa 



310 



Review a/New Publication*. 



[May. 



Unconscious of a mother's care, 
No infant wretchedness she knew ; 

But as -she felt the vernal-air, 
At once to, full perfection grew. 

Her slender form, ethereal light, 

Her velvet-textured wings enfold, 
With all the rainbow's colours bright, 

And dropt with spots of burnish'd gold. 
Trembling with joy awhile she stood. 

And felt the sun's enlivening ray j 
Drank from the skies the vital flood, 

And wondered at her plumage gay. 
And balanc'd oft h'.-r 'broidered wings, 

Through fields or air prepared to sail, 
Then on her vent'rous journey springs, 

And floats along the rising gale. 

Go, child of pleasure, range the fields. 

Taste all the joys that spring can give, 
Partake what bounteous summer yields, 

And live whilst yet His thine to live. 
(Jo sip the rose's fragrant dew, 

The lily's honied e»p explore ; 
From flower to flower the search renew, 

And rifle all the woodbine's stoTe. 
And- let me trace thy vagrant flight, 

Thy moments too of short repose* 
And mart thee then with fresh delight, 

Thy golden pinions ope and close. 

But hade ! whilst thus I musing stand, 

Pours on the gale an airy note, 
And breathing from a viewless band, 

Soft silvery tones around me float! 



They cease — but Still a voice 1 hear, 

A whiapef'd voieeof hope and joy, 
" Thy hour of rest approaches near, 

Prepare thee mortal f — thou must die ! 
" Yet start not— on thy closing eyes 

Another day^hall still unfold, 
A sun of milder radfarice rise, 

A happier age of Jby's UntoW. 
" Shall the poor worm «ba* shocks tfty 
sfgbt, 

The humblest form in nature's team, 
Thus rise in new 1 ' horn lustre Wighj;, 

And yet life emMetfi'teach in *»in f 
"Ah where were once her golden eyes. 

Her glittering wings of purple pride ? 
Conceal'd beneath a rude disguise, 

A shapeless mass to earth allied. 
" Like theejhe hapless reptile liv!d, 

Like thee he toil'd, like thee be spun, 
Like thine his<clQsing hour arrived, 

His labours ceas'd, his web was done. 
" And shalt thou, numbered with the dead, 

No happier state of being know > 
And shall no future morrow shed. 

On thee a beam of brighter glow ? 
"Is this the bound of power divine, 

To animate an .insect frame ; 
Or shall not he who moulded thine, 

Wake at his will the vital flame ? 
" Go, mortal,! in tby reptile state, 

Enough to know to thee is given ; 
Go, and the joy fill truth relate ; 

Frtvl child of earth, high heirof heaven!** 
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The Speech of Henry Brougham, esq. 
He/ore the House of Commons, Fri- 
day, April 1, 1808, in support of 
the Petitions from London, Liver- 
pool and Manchester, against the 
Orders in Council. Taken in Short- 
hand by Mr. A. Fraitr. London, 
printed by J. M'Creery, for J. Ridg- 
Kwt/j Piccadilly, 1808. p.p. 84. 
Continued from p. 305, iVb. IX. 

LET us see the effects which the Brit- 
ish Orders produced, aswellon the 
rates of insurance, as in cutting' off the 
resources of the American trade with 
the continent of Europe, which flowed 
into Britain to pay for her manufactures: 
which mischief was effected by the act 
and deed of the Government at borne, 
and not by the Berlin, decree, or Ame- 
rican embarg*. 



" Now, I may be allowed to allude 
on this branch of the case to the real 
and permanent, variation that has at 
length taken place in the rate of insu- 
rance. Iris now nothing extravagant, 
not is it any misrepresentation, , as it 
formerly was,' to state that a great and 
steady rise has taken place in the pre- 
mium. Ther witnesses, to whose evi- 
dence I formerly referred on this point, 
concur in slating, that a permanent rise 
has now taken place in the rate of in- 
surance from .this country to America, 
and back again, although not a con- 
siderable one : but that a great rise has 
taken place upon the insurance of neu- 
tral vessels bound from this country, to 
the continent. Instead of doing it at 
six guineas, the premium now de- 
manded is thirty-five guineas ; and it 
appears from the evidence of Mr 



